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KNOCKOUT on the way! Tim has rocked the badman with a jolting left hook, and is 
2£1 C !° C,C ' n9 2J S "9^ ^ st * or +ne driving haymaker that will put the villain to sleep! 
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TIM HOLT 




JHEN THE SLASHER AND 
HIS'' GUN -TOTING PALS 
CUT DOWN SLOW RUNNER, 
THE PAWNEE BRAVE, IN 
DARK MILE PASS, THEY SET 
FIRE W THE FIERCE AND 
SAVAGE TEMPERS OF HIS 
TRIBE. BLACK WAR PAINT IS 
SMEARED ON FACE AND CHEST,' 
BOWS ARE STRUNG' ARROW- 
HEADS ARE SHASPSNED.' 



n OF THE FURY THAT WAS 
TO BREED A BLOODY SAVAGE 
INDIAN WAR SWEEPS TIM 
HOLT ON THE GOLDEN STALLION, 
' USMTNIN$—ONE MAN ALONE 
AGAINST A NATION, RIDINO A- 

"WHITE MAN'S 
M TRAIL/" 




CRY GURGLES IN SLOW RUNNER'S MOUTH AS 
'A FOREARM TIGHTENS LIKE A STEEL BAND 
AROUND HIS THROAT. A RIFLE LIFTS AND COMES 
■OOWN SAVAGELY,. 
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\TH£ FOLLOWING AFTERNOON, A SMALL PARTY OF PAWN EE 
BRAVES FINO THE DEAD BODY OF SLOW RUNNER. tftf/.-VUV 
ME SB CARRiEO TO' THE BUFFALO SKIN lOCSSS OF THE < 



^HE WILD YELP OF PANCER5 MAKE THE 
NISHT HIPEOUS AS STRONG HANPS SMEAR 
ON THE WAR PAINT. 
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ri'/W GOING TO MAKE IT- 
IP I DON'T CATCH A WAf? 
ARROW JN THE SACK' 




TIM HOLT 



TAKE MRS. BAXTER 
TO THE TBAR H, 

CHITO. THEN MEET 
ME IN THE HILLS. 
I'M GOINS TO THE 

PAWNEE CAMP. 





Unknown to rm, the pawns? s$ave$ 

HAVE MADE THEIR REPORT, AND THEIR IN- 
FLAMMATORY WOWS AROUSE THE ANGSR 
Of WATCt£S-THE-$KY, PAWNEE CHIEF,,, 



MV HEART IS SORE 
AGAINST OUR FORMER 
FRIENDS. SINCE THEY 
HAVE MURDERED ONE 
OP MV PEOPLE, I 
MUST ORDER 
THEIR DEATHS! 





Unaware that 
Pawnee rifles 
and arrows 

WAIT FOR nm, 
rm HEADS UP 
INTO THE 
TIMBER BELT.. 



JlLMNTLY THE GREAT BOW BENDS 
FOR AN INSTANT, THE ARROW IS 
\DRAWN W ITS DEEPEST LENGTH - 
THEN RELEASED! 




VhE ARROW 

WHISTLES IN 
THE AJR— 
AND JIM 
PITCHES 
HELPLESSLY 
FROM 
THE 
SADDLE! ■ 
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HIM HAVE GOOD SCALP.' 
RED DEER HANG SCALP 
ON POLE BEFORE HIS LODGE/ 




giD DEER WOULD NEVER COME IN WITHOUT] 
A MAN BEING SENT TO REPLACE, him i 

WHAT DO yOU WANT CF 

WATCHES -IN- THE -SKY? 
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m 3M SPEAKS BWIFTtX HURRIEDLY, MOPIM Hi$ URGENT 
REASONS WILL CHANCE THE 08M , HARD FEATURES OF 
THE PAWNEE CHtSPTAtN, , 

IT WAS SAD WHITE MEN WHO 
KILLED SLOW RUNNER. THOSE 
BAD WHITE MEN WILL BE CAUGHT , 

AND PUNISHED,' BUT VOU MUST 
BRING YOUR YOUNS MEN OFF THE 
WAR TRAIL— OR THE ARMY WILL. 
TAKE THE FIELD AGAINST YOU 
FORCE YOU !NTC 
A RESSRVAT.Osih 



—j 




IT IS AS YOU SAY.' YOU HAVE ALWAYS SEEN 
A FRIEND OF PAWNEE, TIM HOLT. I WILL 
CALL MY YOUNG MEN SACK- FOR ONE WEEKi 
BUT YOU MUST FIND THE BAD WHITE 
MEN. IN THAT TIME,' 
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WT HtGHT, A$ TIM AW CMTO — 
UNAWARE THAT THEy HAVE BEt'N 
SPIED UPON AND TRAILED— DOZE 
LIGHTLY BESIDE A SMOULDERING FiRE., 





OVER THEY 

SO, 
CH/TO ! 



tIDED 3V 
THE GLARE OF 
THE FIRE, 
PLACED AT 
THEIR BACKS 
fly THEIR 
WILD LEAP, 
THEY GRAB 
FOR THEIR 
MOUNTS 
BLINDLY,. 










TIM HOLT 



$ TH&V RIDE, TM SXPLA INS- 
THEN THE PAPPL£CH£ BAG 
IS OPENED -AND PAWNEE 
CLOTHES COME OUT/ MOMENTS 
LATER, TWO INDIANS PlDB THE 
HIGH TRAIL AMONG THE 
PINQNS AND THE PlffS.>. 
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JDERAL MARSHAL REX FURY LEAPS TO 

: HE : -LEAD HORSES, TRIES TO SW»JS 

THEM AROUMD... >-— ^ ~" t ) * 

^GCTT TO SET 'EM W A 

CIRCLE... TO MAKE A 
STAND AGAINST 
THOSE RED 
DEVILS / 



wo time/ they're oh 
top of us- everywhere/ 
almost as if they 
were told when 
to strike/ 




#» **■ KW*BQMSE CHEVENNE-S ' 
WITHDRAW/ REX FURy DRtVESTO 
WTD HIS MOUNT'S f?IBS... 
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SUT I'LL NEVER ACC^SPLISH 
ANYTHING M REX FURY. IT'S 
ALMOST NIGHTFALL- AND 
TIME FOR THB QHOST 
RtPeR TO MAKE HIS 

APPEARANCE/ 




I 
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lAUSHT UP By HILLSIDE ECHOES, PLUMS FROM 
,.5CK WALL TO CANYON BLUFF, A VOICE RINGS 
LOUD AND SOLEMN... 





YOU WILL FIND THE 
WAGON TRAIN BY GOING 
THROUGH THE PASS 
BETWEEN THE ROCKS. 
NOW, TELL ME — WHERE 
IS THE MONEY THE 
MEN GAVE YOU 




INDIANS HAVE NO USE FOR WHITE 
MEN'S MONEY.' THEY WANT ONLY 
KNIVES AND BLANKETS AND BEADS/ 
SEEMS LIKE WE WERE RM3HT AFTER 

ALI THERE IS A WHITE MAN 

LEADING THEM. BUT— WHO ? 
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RNINQ^ATTHE WASON TRAIN. 




THE INJUNS 
BOBBED yLM.HUH? 
SEEMS 1=UNNy TO 
ME THEY'D TAKE 
CASH/ VL1H SURE YUH 
DIDN'T HIDE IT WHEN 

TURNED VUH FJ?G6 ? 
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£&hd then — mpokb jeph prqthkbolb bulqino. 
eyes and sweating face - the spectral. 
horseman padfcs prom «i«ht except for... 




■■AND SHAKING CRAZILY, 
PROTH6RO PUMPS LEAD 
MADLY- AND WILDLY/ 




GO AWAY/ 




9ABBUUG AND SHAKING LIKE A LEAP IM 
A WINDSTORM, THE WHITE RCNESADE 
SLIPS AND FALL* PRO" THI SADDLE 
AND LIES HELPLESS, BHUDDERING 
WITH 



ARK )Cu BBAPV, 
PROTHBRO? WILL 
TOU SO QUIITLY? 





IT SURE WILL. 
BUT LET'S DlQ DIRT.' 
IT'S GBTTIN' L»TE,., 
AH THAT SHG^T 
«?IPER MSHT TAKE 
A NOTION TO 
COVE BACK 
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fwf/V lO^NiS J£F* M08SAH ItCKH MIS WWf MAZE, OAWN. INTO 
' THE M£SA COLOffAOO COlWTffY TO ENTEIt MB? IN THE ANNUAL 
CATTLgAHAN'S GAC£, H£ FOUND HIMSELF SIDING INSTEAD INTO A 

ntroo Of thundering hooves *«p basking eyws that spelud 

OUT MUW«.'- 

JB.VD AS 01' VC L££ ffCffF ON 4 KILLER'S WA(L 
4* OT V0UV5 J£& TIU HOLT A\AOt A DARING JUMP WTO A... 

"AACff FOR LIFE!' 1 



NO YOU DON'T, hombre! 
TH/fge AGAINST ONS 
KSg OODS I DON'T LIKE? 
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^ I'LL 5hDW J/ 




vji , <i L rt S, 


VeU-A-LIVERffD 


1 hOmBRE' 


L COWHAND/ > 


VOURE 




auNNiNS / 




' THE < 




WRONG ) 




WAV.' / 


^V ""T^^ 
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• 
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[FTER SSe/NJ VOUHSJgFF PLACED 6SHIH0 BASS, TIM. 
" AND CHITO DROP IH AT THS CDWTOWM P£$TAU8ANT...\ 



EE5 SKMINQ TO CHlTQ 
JOSE GONZALEZ BJSTAMO^tE 
RAPpgBTV THaT THE34 JEFF 

Fallow EES BE FRAMED/ 



COULD BE, CW|TO k BUT 
HE'S SAFER IN JAIL 
THAU OUT, IF WHAT I 
THINK ABOUT DUNC .EE 
15 TRUE. HOWEVER.I'M 
60INS TO SEE HIM LATEJ?. 
MA>0E JIFF c*N TELL _, 
US HIS VERSION OF 
THE MURDER.' 



/ 



*1A* " 





KM™ A TWISTING ROLL TIM 
TURNS SfDBWAVS AND 
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MAYBE THAT WATER WILL 
HELP TO COOL YOU BOYS OFF.' 




S? lA ^s, 



jf HMMM-L0OK5 LIKE THEIR FRIENDS 

abe coming on the pouble.' 

Discretion is the setter part! 

t OF VALOR HERE. BUT PERHAPS T 
f A CLOTHING STORE CAN HELP 
iME WHERE MV FISTS CANT 




WHY, TIM 
THOSE ARE 
F 0R TO BE 
WOMAN 'S 
CLOTHES. 
NO? WAT VOU 
DO TO GET 
THEM? i-A? 




RELAX, CHI TO 
I DIDN'T STEAL 
i HE W ! BOUGHT 
iM-FOR 

you 

TO WEAR' 





I DON'T TRUST DUNC LEE/ I'VE A 
HUNCH HE'i, SOlHO TO HAVE SOME OF HIS ' 
GUNHANDS RAID THE JAIL, CARRY JEFF 
- OFF AND LYNCH HIM / THAT'LL LEAVE 
OUNC FREE TO TELL HIS OWN STORY 
OF WHAT HAPPENED TO THE HERMIT 
■ AND WHO CAN SAY HE LIES ? 




t AW 5EEIMG. I SNEAK 

EEN TO SEE JEF=.,. SLEEP 

BEEM RCPE...THEN TONlG 

WE RESCUE HEEM, N0 ? 



fO;\\£ MINUTES LAT8R. 

mm 



I 



I <r 



1 
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WE'VE GOT TO WORK PAST/ I SAW 
0UNC LEE HARANSUIN3 SOME OF TH 
SALOON HANGERS-ON,' HE'LL HAVE 
THEM WORKED LIP WITH WORDS AND^ 
WHISKEY IN SHORT ORDER. 




hoWN THE MAIN STREET OF MESA COLORADO, DUNC LEE FACES A 
^WHISKEY-MADDENED MOB. HIS WORDS ARE INFLAMMATORY-' A ROPE 
APPEARS. A MAN SHOUTS SAVASELV... r~ 

\ ) 




FRONT OF THE JAIL... 



HERE THEY COME '. 
DUNC SURE GOT 'EMj VAMOOSE! 
RILED UP. 






NO TIME TO MOUNT THE HORSE WE 
GOT FOR YOU. CLIMB ABOARD.' 
THOSE HOMBRES WILL 66 SHOOVNG^ 
IN ANOTHER 
INUTE. 
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: ::$ifiSiM/- HBf&LQS THE BEGINNING Of 
■■THMiAtiWAi. PACE. . 



0O.HE MILSS OUT FROM TOWN { 
ALONG THE COURSE THE CON- 
TESTANTS TAKE.., 




TIM HOLT 




Over and over in the dust fm 

ROLLS LOCKED WITH THE GUNMEN. 
MS FISTS SLAM HOME IN RIBS MP 
ON JAWS, AS THE RACE SWEEPS PAST^ 

HIM., 



TlNALUi, 7VA4 LASHES OUT O^CE 
TWICE . . . 



NCE AGAIN IN THE SADDLE, 
TIM WHISPERS ENCOURAGE- 
MENT TO THE MIGHTY GOLDEN 
STALLION.' LIGHTNING'S HOOVES 
SPURN THE GROUND. FOOT BY 
FOOT HE GAINS ON THE DI STANT \ 
HORSES... 

faster; soy.,. 

PASTER! YOU CAN 00 IT? THOSE 
HORSES CAN'T HOLD A CANIXE 
TO Y0U...N0T EVEN THAT LITTLE 
WHITE MARE, 
FASTER.. 
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pORPORAL Chris Hecker toed his black 
V/ gelding past the red sandstone outcrop- 
ping and reined in. Far above him, dark 
against the blue bowl of sky, a rising pennon 
of smoke from an Apache fire broke and dissi- 
pated under the tongue of a breeze. Hecker 
scowled and shifted restlessly in the service 
saddle. He knew they had seen him. He knew 
they would be drumming heels in their horses' 
sides to overtake him. What worried him 
was— could his tired horse outstrip their fresh 
ponies? 

He had ridden hard and fast from Fort 
Cobb, swimming the Washita and picking his 
way through the lower foothills of the Wich- 
ita Mountains, carrying orders to the com- 
manding officer directing a new attack on 
the renegade Apaches who were out under 
Mangas, If those orders failed to get through 
it would mean a summer of raiding and mas- 
sacre by the Apaches on the ranches of west 
Texas! Corporal Hecker tightened his lips 
until the tan of his face showed white He 
knew what Apache raiding meant. He 'had 
seen charred timbers and the bodies lying ; n 
them. J B 

With a muffled imprecation, he swung the 
hammerhead gelding around and sent him at 
a loping run down the shallow side of an 
arroyo. He thought of the men who had fol- 
lowed the guidons with him for the past five 
years: men like Hank Elkton and gruff Bill 
Standish. He had a thick reading glass for 
Bill in his gutta-percha cartridge case and a 
new revolver for Hank tucked away in his 
saddle-roll. He wanted to get that glass and 
gun to his old friends. 

The corporal grunted. "Who'm I trying to 
kid? he asked himself. "AU I'm really in- 
terested in is saving my own skin!" 

But deep down in his heart, he was aware 
that more than the loss of his own life 
troubled him. He remembered those burned 
ranches, and those inert bodies riddled with 
war arrows, and he shuddered even in the hot 
sunlight. 

The hammerhead was across the far banlr 
now, and moving along a wide str- tch of 



sotol-packed flatland. Hecker rode, with the 
straightbacked sway of the cavalryman, knees 
gripping the sides of his mount. Once he 
turned in the saddle to scan the wasteland 
behind him. 

He was moving through a formation of 
volcanic rock that caught the hot sunlight and 
reflected it in shimmering waves of distorted' 
heat. A thin trickle of sweat darkened the 
back of his blue shirt. His hair, under the 
black campaign hat, was moist. Faintly, borne 
on the slow breeze that came up from the 
fiats, he caught the ulullating notes of the 
Apache war cry. 

He twisted around, resting momentarily in 
the stirrups. He could see them—six faint 
brownish dots on moving colors that were 
their pinto ponies. Hecker grinned mirth- 
lessly. Six to one. He shrugged. It could have 
been worse. 

For the first time since leaving Fort Cobb, 
the corporal rammed in his spurs. The geldimi 
lurched forward, seizing the bit. He ran with 
the smooth power of a well-trained saddler 
his rider's stiff figure moving easily to his 
gait. 

But they gained swiftly on him. The geld- 
ing could not take the rocky malpais as the 
pintos did the fiat stretch behind him. And 
once those red devils moved into the rocks 
with him — 

Corporal Hecker had served five years on 
this frontier. He knew that the Apache was 
as much at home in the red sandstone tongues 
and tufa formations as a rattler. But the 
rattler gave warning. An Apache would creep 
on top of you silently, with no hint of his 
coming. And by that time, it would be too late. 

The Apaches began shooting from a dis- 
tance of five hundred yards. The carbine bul- 
lets went wide, but their screaming piiuinne 
as they ricocheted off a rock tongue sent a 
cold chill down his spine. 

He was guiding the gelding over a rough 
section of shale at the rim of a canyon side 
when a bullet caught the gelding and sent it 
pitching sideways over the edge of the cliff. 
Hecker kicked his feet free of the stirrups 



TIM 

and lurched wildly at the reddish bluff. His 
fingers caught on a curved stone and clung. 

Panting, sweating, he pulled himself up- 
ward. When he was cm firm ground he turned 
and stared below. "My carbine ... my ammu- 
nition . . , everything down below!" He had 
five shells in the service revolver at his hip, 
and a cartridge case he had emptied in order 
to put Bill's reading glass inside it, 

"Six Apaches— five bullets!" he groaned. 
The corporal scrambled up the face of the 
ledge, hunting cover. The fear was slamming 
his heart against his ribcase. "What kind of a 
chance is that?" he asked himself as his 
fingers found holds, and his toes dug into 
shadowed niches. "One white man against six 
Apaches — in these rocks!" 

Only 'the fierce instinct of self-preservation 
made him belly down in the dirt sink he 
found on the red sandstone bluff. He looked 

down. 

The Apaches were nowhere to be seen, but 
their ponies stood a hundred feet below, their 
tails switching flies. Hecker rubbed his palm 
against his yellow-striped cavalry pants, and 
then put it on the curving grip of his gun. He 
drew the Colt and held it balanced in his hand. 
An arrow, dipped in pitch and set afire, 
rose high above the rocks. He rolled aside as 
it dug Into the soft earth. The flame went out. 
Hecker groaned. If he could only relight 
that arrow . . . hurl it back ... hit one . . . 
force him to betray his position ! 

Hecker froze. Desperately he clawed at his 
gutta-percha cartridge box where he had put 
the thick reading glass for Bill Stander. He 
held the glass above the arrow, watched the 
beams of sunlight focus into pne brilliant dot 
of whiteness. The pitch smoked, burst into 
flame. Hecker threw the arrow, carefully 
. gauging its flight. It dropped into some sun- 
dried grama grass where it lay, smouldering. 
Now other arrows sped through the air. 
bright with flame. One by one he relighted 
them, hurled them back The Indians were 
calling to one another in gutteral tones, shnut- 
ing their amazement at this white man who 
could set fire to something without match 
or light. 

Hecker chuckled. He'd show them some- 
thing more in another minute or two! . 

But the Apaches were losing patience in 
this game. The white man was proving too 
elusive! They shouted to each other, urging a 
quick rush. Hecker heard them, and gripped 
his revolver tightly. 

"HAI-YUA-YUA-AIEEEW !" 
The warcry froze his blood! They would be 
charging toward his knoll, now— six red 
fiends to face the five bullets in his Colt. . . 

Hecker lifted from the protection of his 
rocks. -He fired— and missed. And then his 
ears caught the sudden roar that told of dried 



HOLT 

grasses long smouldering, springing into in- 
stant flaming life! A sheet of red went up all 
around the knoll! The Apaches were scream- 
ing, trying to run, their moccasins burning 
and their short jackets sparking and smoking. 
One of them fell back into the flames, jacket 
and moccasins flaring red. Two others turned 
and ran. Three came right at Hecker where 
he crouched behind the rocks at the top of his 
knoll. They made good targets. Hecker did 
not miss at this short distance. 

He threw himself down as the fire rolled 
above and beyond him. The rocks broke the 
red flames, though in the tiny natural oven 
where he lay the heat was awful. But it was 
gone in seconds. Hecker came to his feet and 
stared at the black charred desolation. Then 
he looked down at the reading glass that was 
still clutched in his left hand. He muttered, 
"A white man's magic. HuhJ Reckon Bill 
Stander will have to find himself anew read- 
ing glass. This is one thing I'm carrying with 
me from now on! It's going to be part of my 
regulation filed equipment. Yes, sirree!" 
THE .END 




BEFORE the coming of the Spanish, the 
Indians of the Plains region had no 
horses. It was the Spanish horse, brought to 
America by Coronado, deLeon and others, that 
ran wild, bTed and spread across the thickly 
grassed southwestern plains, that made the 
Plains Indian great. Horsemen like the Com- 
anche and the Cheyenne originally used dogs 
to drag their Travois from one village site to 
another. However, when the pintos and pie- 
balds scattered in large bands across what is 
now Texas, Colorado and Oklahoma, the 
Plains Indians were quick to see their possi- 
bilities. No longer were they a nation of foot- 
travellers. Now they made their way on fleet 
horses! 

The Comanches and other tribes evolved an 
entire art of fighting with the advent of the 
horse. They raided on horses to steal horses. 
The horse became a symbol of wealth. A man 
with a large horse herd was a rich man. 

AN ODD FACT about the Indians was 
L that they mounted their horses from the 
off, or right-hand, side. No white man would 
ever think of mounting in such fashion. Their 
saddlers — especially the half-wild bronc of 
the cowboy — would pitch and buck and sun- 
fish at being 'treated ■ in such unorthodox 
fashion. But the Indian mount was used to 
it. At a distance, such information saved many 
a lone traveller's life. If he saw distant men, 
mounting from the right, he knew them for 
Indians, and laid low! 
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K/0MAW/ASQ WAS A 
PROFITABLE CRIME TO 

f LEARNED THAT A WHITE 
f CHILD OR WOMAN WOULD 
BRIN© MUCH RANSOM 
MONEY AT THE ARMY FOWTQ 
AND WERE <*)WCK toTakb 
ADVANTAQECDF IT. Twcy 
STAGED SUDDEN RAIDS ON 
f SM^i*" 13 WAGON TRAIN ? 
JUST TO CARRy OFF SO ME 
CHILD >• 
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_i RUNAWAY STA8EC0ACH..A DRIVER 
SLUMPED IN THE WILDLY CAREENING 
SEAT... A GIRL SCREAMING IN TERROR 
... THE WHIPLASH CRACK OF PUR- 
SUING RIFLE FIRE — THESE ARE 
THE TERRIBLE PORTENTS OF A 
GRIM AND DEADLY DRAMA INTO 
WHICH TIM HOLT GALLOPS DES- 
PERATELY, A DRAMA THAT BE- 
CAME LE3END AS — 

The Hands of" 

TEXAS DAN! 




TIM HOLT 



GOOD SOY.' YOU STOPPED 
FOR TIM, DIDN'T YOU' THAT'S 
THE PONY.' TAKE IT EASY 

NOW... THE TROUBLE'S ALL 

over, aoy„ 







rAN 1 NONE OF U5 IS 5AFE WHILE 
THAT SLASTE0 FEDERAL MARSHAL 
LIVES. 1 ESPECIALLY ME,' BUT iT 
OUGHTA BE A CINCH TUH SET Htffi 
IN TOWN — HE SOT NO 
HANDS f 



' i*' '< ''> ■'•'■■'■ IS ' '"' 
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yOU MANSV SKUNK/.,. 
HITTING A MAN WHO CAN'T 

HIT BACK— PULLING A GUN 
ON A MAN UN ARM BO...'. 



"VC 







no.sk.tim- 
: kevcR saw 

HI/* BEFORE, 
ANYWHERE '. 



HE'S A NJW FACE 
AROUND HERE AND AN 
UGLY CN6I...BUT YOU 

GO TO VDUR HOTEL ROOM 

— AND LET MS FIND OUT 

WHO'S AFTER YOU.'CHITO 

AND I WILL MAKE 



THIS POLECAT TALK...! 



^rj 




V 



TIM HOLT 



I WONDER WHERE 
.THEY'RE TAK1NSTHAT 
AWFUL MAN? AND 

CO YOU THINK THEY'LL 
FIND OUT WHO IS 
TRYING TO KILL 
VOU, DAN ? 



OUNN0. I THINK IT'S 
SOMEONE ON MY 
HANGING LIST — 
WANTS TO GET ME 
BEFORE I SET HIM.' 
IT'LL BE HARDER 
NOW, THOUSH -BECAUSE 
TIM HOLT'S BECOME 
THE HANDS OF 
TEXAS DAW....' 



STOP/ 
STOP/ 

I'LL TBLLi 
I'LL TELL'f 




TAKE COVER, )\f W 'AT YOU A 
TEBNK?!?! } 





B/lM AND CHITO TAKE 
THE BADHAT TO A 
FRIEND'S STABLE, WHERE. 



Si! SO NOW I 

WEEL BE ABLE 

FOR TO PRACTICE 

SOME MORE -MY 

LAST TARGET I 

HIT HESW TOO 

SOON,..! 




ITH GREAT 
SKILL— BUT 
WITH SEEMING 
UNCERTAINTY- 
CHITQ "PRACTICES 
KN I RE- 
THROWING.. J 



/ DON'T MOVE, 
[ HOMBRE.' CHI TO 
I MAY MISS AS 
VlT IS....' 
^ ^ 




WHO IS IT? 

NAME THE 
MAN.. ' 




lllUT, AS 

ZZJtim and 
chito duck 
Out of 

SIGHT TO 
AVOID THE 
SAVAGE 
RIFLE-FIRE, 
A MATCH 
FLARES, 
ANO A NEW 
PERIL 
RISES...! 




TIM HOLT 



WtlTH INCREDIBLE SPEED, 
THE STABLE BECOMES 
A ROARINO INFERNO 




iOWE FIFTEEN MINUTES AFTER 
'■^WARDS IN TH£ GOLDEN STRIKE 
SALOON. 





NW«y WAS STARTING TO SAY 
"IT'S SNAKE DARBY'S KID 8R0TMck\ 
mm 1 PLUGGED HIM IN THAT 
STABLE- I GUESS THAT'S 
WHAT BROUGHT HOLT'S PART- 
NER HERE... SO SET BIGGERS 
AUC MgX, ANO BRING 'EM TO 



TIM HOLT 





fWTQ EASILY SLIPS UNDER THE 
CLUMSY PUNCH, AND, AS THS 
BULLY TURNS TQ ATTACK AGAIN. 










TIM HOLT 




DARBY KNEW I WAS HOT ON HIS 

TRAIL -THAT'S WHAT MADE HIM SO 
KEEN ON DRYGULCHING WE. BUT IT 
LOOKS LIKE HE WON'T STAND TRIAL 
AFTER ALL. ..ON EARTH, THAT IS 



n 




I'LL NEVER FORGET WHAT YOU 
BOYS DID FOR ME TIM ...AND I 
WON'T FORGET HOW SURPRISED 
yOU LOOKED WHEN YOU WALKED 
:nT0 MY ROOM AND SAW ME 
PRACTICING HOLDING AND 

THUMBING MY GUN.' 
HA HA HA HA/ 



\TI 
SO ) J 

(ED 1 / 



ONE THING 
THOUGH, OAN, 
I WASN'T 
AS SUR- 
PRISED AS 
SflLi MR8Y 
WAS.-.t * 




A PAIR of "sixes" call the hand! 
The smooth-looking gambler with the 
fancy vest stares Into the business 
end of Tim's menacing gun and knows 
fhe chips are down and the game up. 
And there's no joker in Tim's deck! 







PUZZLE picture! Tim didn't tell us 
fhe story, so we don't know just what 
is going on here! Can you work it out? 
Chito has a gun; so, why is he taking 
Tim's? And who is the man behind 
.them? And what do they watch? 






mr riN&ais uke irswwsmfri i 

.j IN THE PICTURES 



45 PHOTOS 

SKOW EXACTLY 
WHERE TO PUT 
YOUR FINGERS 

101 SONGS 

Words & Music 
included: 



* EXPERIENCED GUITAR PLAYERS have (old 
me Boh WcBfa "PICTURE METHOD" improve* 
their playing tremendously and ih ideal foi Dr. 
.tinners. Don't envy friend* who ore mm iw'i'u'-'r 
hrtrniH- they play n musical instrument. l.hAKN 
TO J'l AY THE GUITAR and hold the sjiotliuhi «t 
nartien. entertainments, or Kathrr.ngs of IrieiMla, 
Von will be amazed at how easy it is to learn to play 
the Guitar, even if you can't read a note of music. 



Play in 2 WEEKS or YOUR MONEY BACK 

entirely n«* n.«h.J d Mos t m 8 >™ ™ » ™«™ J^ ( photDSr , phj , 

Vrno t r rni;'te"ches b but show, fyE. exactly where and how to place 
It not only teacnts, uu l ,* fer „ fcw MOnHS . ..Bobprnvides JOl. 

^icHftoM- cho en £r their "adio popularity, so you can sin* 
IndVUy SXui with your favorite radio pro«rams or record, I 







I BOB WEST, Dept. 164, 

1665 MILWAUKEE AVE., CHICAGO 47, ILL, 

i 



1 SEND NO MONEY! 

* _ i_« *„ fTdriia racer 



i - 



i 



near Bnh: Please m*h one at your new alwamlined Picture 
Method" Guitar Coursa and Wl -»iiks, 1 will pa- p strain il.BH pins 
r O I) and tKKtafte. I understand thai if 1 am no! ptayu 
tlfal music in s; weeks after I reccive.ycmr Bob Wesl Guiuur Course. 
you will refund my .^1 Oil. 



I NAME 

ADDRESS. 

I 

1 CITY 



BOX R.F.D . 

STATE 



rust send your name and address to .It)!* \V 1-S I . 
Pay postman only S1.69 plus C.O.I), and postage, 
Don't u>lav! Order NOW! Sinn pluymii beautiful 
chords the VERY FIRST day. Be* playing beautiful 
music in two weeks or Bet your money back. Write 
BOB WEST, Dent. 16*. 1S6S Milwaukee Ave.. CtticaRo «. III. 



SAVE MONEY ON A GUITAR 

Bob West"* own $19.95 value Autograph 
Guitar now only $14.95, Send $1 deposit, 
pay balance on delivery. Write Bob West, 
StwliolO, IMS Milwaukee Ave., Chicago «, 111. 






